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round his body and hauled him aloft up a pillar till he nearly
touched the roof. Then Eumaeus the swineherd mocked at his
victim.
*A long, long watch for you, Melanthius, lying all night on
the downy bed that you deserve. Nor will the young Dawn
catch you napping as she comes up in gold from Ocean's Stream,
about the time when you drive in the goats for the Suitors' table
in the palace/ And there Melanthius was left, racked in the grip
of those deadly cords, while the pair resumed their armour,
closed the polished door, and returned to Odysseus, their wise
and inscrutable master.
It was at this point, when the two parties were breathing de-
fiance at each other, the four on the threshold facing the large
and formidable body in the hall, that Zeus' Daughter Athene
assumed Mentor's voice and appearance to visit the scene.
Odysseus hailed her withj oy.6 To the rescue. Mentor!' he cried.
'Remember your old friend and the good turns I've done you
in the past. Why, you and I were boys together!'
He had a shrewd idea, when he said this, that he was address-
ing the warrior goddess, whose arrival, meanwhile, had been
greeted on the Suitors' part by a chorus of abuse. Out of this
tumult came the menacing voice ofAgelaus, son ofDamastor.
'Mentor,' he cried, 'don't let Odysseus talk you round and
make you fight for him against the Suitors. I'll tell you just how
we intend to finish this affair. When we put these men to death -
and we mean to kill both father and son - you too shall j oin them
and shall die for what you now propose to do in this house. With
your own head you shall pay the price. And when our swords
have disposed of you and your friends, we shall throw in all you
possess, indoors or out, with Odysseus' estate. We shan't let son
or daughter of yours live in your house, and your good wife
won't dare to show herself in the streets oflthaca.'
This outburst served only to exasperate Athene, who rounded
on Odysseus and rated him sharply: 'Where is your spirit,
Odysseus? Where is your prowess gone? You are not the man
you were when for nine relentless years you fought the Trojans

